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Summary: At midnight the night of Harry's 10th birthday a blank book 
appears from nowhere to fall onto his lap. (More info in 
A/N. ) 


1 . Chapter 1 

**A/N: So my first foray into the world of Harry Potter and I figured 
I'd go the cliched root of writing a time travel fic (sorta) . I am 
hoping that I can put my own spin on it though. ** 

**Pairing: Tom Riddle/Harry Potter/Lucius Malfoy (I do want to add 
Snape and/or Rabastan but I'm not sure yet. Lemme know what you all 
think . ) * * 

* *Disclaimer : I am much to perverted to own this. ** 

**Chapter 1** 

**September 2515** 

Green eyes, once glowing with life and power, now dull and lifeless, 
looked up at the cloaked figure hovering above his bed. He had seen 
what was beneath that cowl once, their first meeting; horribly 
beautiful and terrifyingly kind. The being was a contradict ion of all 
things. "I won't be able to see you or talk to you, right?" 

"No Master." The beings dulcet voice was a lure to what should be his 
final rest, but that was not meant to be. 

"You're sure they will come back to me?" His question was filled with 
doubt; Death had been his constant companion for so long that to know 
they were parting, even if it was temporary, was terrifying. 


"There is a reason only you have been able to collect and hold on all 
of my Hallows and since I am only rewinding time and not sending you 



elsewhere you will collect them again, however there is a possibility 
that it may be sooner than this time. Now, stop stalling you do not 
have much time left." 

"I'm sorry. I will miss you my friend." He replied sadly and look 
down at the plain black book in his frail hands. The book was almost 
an exact replica of a diary he had destroyed long ago, that was the 
reason he had chosen it for this. A pale hand landed gently on his 
shoulder jolting him from his thoughts. 

"Just because you will not be able to see me does not mean that I 
will not be there, I will check in on you as often as I am able. 
However, I will not be able to interfere until you have all of my 
Hallows within your possession but you will have Magic and Fate to 
guide you on your way, you have only to ask for assistance." 

"Thank you for everything, my friend. I will look forward to our next 
meeting." And with those final words he took the innocuous looking 
book between both hands and closed his eyes. He gathered as much of 
his failing magic as he could and pushed it all into his hands and 
the book. "Mother Magic hear my plea. Help me with this last matter 
so that I may undo all the wrong that has been done unto you." Tears 
leaked from under closed eyelids as Magic gathered around him. _She 
was so weak. _ 

_My Child. _She 'spoke' and Her 'voice' was a soothing balm to his 
troubled mind. _I thank you for your sacrifice. You already know what 
to do. Gather it all; your memories, knowledge and feelings. I will 
seal them along with your conscious mind and embed them in the book. 
To release the bind you just need to say, Solvo Mentis Intra. Are you 
ready Child?_ 

He took a deep breath and prepared himself for what was to come. It 
was only a matter of minutes before Magic gathered enough strength to 
do what she needed. A bright blue-green light lit the dim room and 
the book fell from limp hands. 

The cloaked figure picked up the book and tucked it into his robes 
for safekeeping until just the right time. The man was now a clean 
slate and the cloaked being could now safely rewind time without the 
worry that all of his precious knowledge would be lost. He looked 
down into blank eyes and began to unravel time back to the start or 
end depending on how you looked at it. 

Death stopped time, appearing before the small white door to the 
cupboard under the stairs. He passed through the door and knelt next 
to the mattress that held a small child. He waited for just the right 
moment before dropping the small innocuous looking book in his lap. 
Death watched the child startle and turned to leave. "Until next we 
meet." He whispered as he disappeared. 

**June 1990** 

A little boy lay on a hard mattress and covered only by a thick 
blanket; he stared into the darkness above his head and waited. Soon 
he would be 10, a few more minutes and he would be another year 
closer to leaving his relatives behind. He always stayed up and 

waited until midnight the night before his birthday, it was his 

tradition and he had been doing it since he could remember. He always 

lay in bed and daydreamed about the life he would have when they were 



no longer around. 


He was startled from his daydream when something landed on his legs 
with a dull thump. The boy sat up carefully and reached down for 
whatever it was cautiously. Calloused fingers met something warm, 
smooth and rectangular. He blinked in surprise, it was a book but it 
was unlike any book he had ever picked up before. The pages were 
thick and it pulsed almost as if it had a heartbeat. 

He clasped one hand around the book and levered himself up off his 
dingy mattress with the other. He was lucky they hadn't locked the 
cupboard door; he pushed it open quietly and stuck his head out, 
listening for anyone who might happen to be awake. When he was met 
with complete silence he tiptoed to the kitchen to get a better look 
at this book that appeared from thin air. 

It was a small, leather bound book with blank pages; like a diary or 
journal. He frowned down at the seemingly average looking book. No 
matter what his so called family said, he wasn't stupid; too many odd 
things have happened to him and the way his relatives look at him and 
call him freak, well he certainly knew how to add. Now he just had to 
figure out what exactly was he supposed to do with a blank book that 
appeared out of nowhere. 

Well it was blank so that meant that someone was supposed to write in 
it. He shrugged his shoulders and figured he'd give it a try, the 
worst that could happen was nothing. So he grabbed a torch from under 
the kitchen sink and a pen from one of the drawers and scurried back 
to his cupboard, making sure to close the door quietly behind 
him . 

He turned the torch on and laid it to the side, pointing to the wall 
nearest him. Lying the book down in front of the torch light he 
opened it to the first blank page and paused. _What was he supposed 
to write in the bloody book? _He hadn't thought this far ahead. He 
chewed on the end of the pen while he contemplated what he was 
supposed to do now. 

He sighed and just wrote. 

_**Why did you come to me? **_ 

He rolled his eyes at himself. It wasn't like the stupid book was 
going to answer him. Then something decidedly odd happened. The words 
seemed to melt into the page and he jerked his hands back afraid that 
the same thing would happen to him. Then words began appearing just 
below where his faded. 

_**Hello Harrison. That is a very simple question with a very 
complicated answer. **_ 

Harry just stared at the newly appeared words trying to figure out 
what just happened. When he thought the book wouldn't answer him, he 
was being sarcastic. Now he was very confused and a little scared to 
be honest. 

_**My name is Harry and how is this happening? * *_ 

_**Harry is short for something. Anyone with a pure blooded parent 
wouldn't name their child something so mundane. As for how this is 



happening, that's part of the 'complicated 
answer ' . * *_ 


**What?** 


_**0h I suppose I went on a bit of a rant there. It has been so long 
that I had forgotten how we grew up and on top of that you're only 
10. Well, I guess the best place to start would bea€ll'm sure you've 
noticed all the odd things that happen to you, well that is because 
you are a wizard Harrison. As for me will I am a magical book with 
the knowledge, memories and magic of another person. **_ 

_**I would like to say I don't believe you but I am talking to a 
book. Who and why do you have all that stuff from them?**_ 

_**We don't have the time for me to answer that question tonight. As 
it is you are going to be tired tomorrow and you have a lot of chores 
to get through so you should get some sleep and I will explain all 
when you next go to bed. **_ 

_**I don't think I'll be able to sleep much. Who could when they have 
a magical book and was just told they were a wizard. **_ 

_**I am sorry and I know you have many questions but I don't want you 
to lose anymore sleep because of me. I promise as soon as we have 
more time I will explain everything. **_ 

_**Okay. Goodnight Book.**_ 

_**Goodnight Harrison. **_ 

Harry closed the book, shut off the torch and hid all three items 
under his mattress. He place his glasses in a safe spot and laid back 
down forcing his mind to clear so he could get a little bit of 
sleep . 


Morning dawned very bright and much too early for Harry. He was 
startled from sleep by loud banging and his Aunts shrill voice 
yelling that he had 5 minutes to use the loo and then he needed to 
get started on breakfast for everyone. 

Harry scrambled from his cupboard and rushed to the bathroom to do 
his business before scurrying to the kitchen. He had half his mind on 
the cooking while he thought up a dozen different questions for the 
book . 

The rest of the day was spent doing his long list of chores, the 
worst of which was gardening; between the heat and lack of food Harry 
had to stop often and for very short periods of times so that his 
Aunt wouldn't catch him slacking off. 

He was finally able to take a quick cool shower after making and 
serving dinner for the Dursleys. For once he was excited to get back 
to his cramped cupboard. The light from the sitting room dimly lit 
the small space so he had no reason to pull out the torch just the 
book with the pen tucked between the pages. 

_**Do you have a name? I can't keep calling you book and since you 



hold the memories from a person I am guessing that you do. 
* * 


_**Yes I have a name and I am going to explain a few things before I 
tell you what it is. The person who made this book was a wizard from 
the year 2515. **_ 

_**Why?**_ 

_**Magic is dying Harrison and with the help of Magic and Death he 

used the last of his own slowly draining core to create this book. 

* * 


_**What happened to him? And how did he get the book to this 
time?**_ 


_**Well, he poured everything but his soul into this book so after 
Magic bound it all together He became a clean slate; almost like a 

baby just before it's born. After that Death rewound time. 

* * 


_**Why didn't he just keep all that stuff if Death could rewind 
time?**_ 


_**If he had kept everything he would have lost it all when time was 

rewound because everything that had been done. Death undid. 

* * 


_**Oh, that makes sense. So Magic is dying; the person who made you. 
Magic and Death all worked together to send you back here to do what? 
Stop that from happening? * *_ 

_**Essentially . **_ 

_**So why come to me? **_ 

_**Before I explain that I must tell you that no matter what I say, 
your life is yours. I will not make you do anything you don't want 
and if you say so I will help you disappear and figure out a way to 
accomplish what I need to. **_ 

_**Okay, now I'm a little scared but tell me anyways. **_ 

_**You are one of a handful of Magic's chosen children. That means 
you and the others are the ones who will be able to aid in her 
survival. I know you are only 10 years old and you don't deserve to 
have this kind of thing put on your shoulders so young but none of us 
have much of a choice. **_ 

_**If that's so then why are you giving me one? **_ 

_**Because Harrison the person who made this book, his name was 
Harrison James Potter-Black and for most of his life he was lied to 
and manipulated and given no choice. I contain all of his memories, 
his conscious and feelings. I am you basically and I won't do to you 
what others have done to me and eventually you. **_ 

Harry's mind blanked and it took him a few minutes to process 
everything he was just told. The person who made this book was him 
from the future; he lived to be 535 (it took him another minute to 



count that out) and two sorts of divine/mythical beings? Entities? 
Needed his and a few others help to save Magic. Okay, that probably 
wasn't all but for now those were the biggest things he could focus 
on . 

Harry wasn't sure of the things his future self had gone through or 
been made to go through but he did appreciate the truth and the 
illusion of an option to back out. Only there really wasn't much 
choice, he just learned that he was a wizard and there was no way he 
was going to give that up. With his mind made up he began writing 
again . 

_**What do I need to do?**_ 

_**Are you sure this is the path you want to take? It won't be easy I 
assure you that. There is a way for you to receive every piece of me 
from this book and I warn you now I have done many things that you 
may not approve of as well as had many things done to me that are not 
pleasant. The best guarantee that I can make is that it will seem as 
if you were someone else watching. **_ 

_**So I will know everything you know about magic and how to do it 
and what to do to stop it from dying?**_ 

_**I don't know everything but 500 years has given me a lot of time 
to learn much. You will gain knowledge of Magic and our world but it 
will take practice for you to master spells and I only have a rough 
idea of how to go about stopping the death of Magic the others will 
be able to help as well.**_ 

_**How come you and the others weren't able to do anything?**_ 

_**We didn't have enough warning before wizards, witches and magical 
creatures started dying. We tried but with as little time as we had, 
we slowly started dying as well. **_ 

_**Anything else I need to know before I do this, besides knowing 
how?**_ 


_**You will probably end up with a headache worse than anything you 
have ever had to endure because of the sheer amount of knowledge and 
memories you will receive. The Magic and conscious part will repair 
something as it passes through you and when those are done they will 
integrate with your conscious and magic. **_ 

_**There's something wrong with me?**_ 

_**Not wrong per say, just something in you that wasn't meant to be. 
Nothing to worry about you will understand more once you have all the 
memories. Before I tell you what to do, do you remember the feeling 
you had before anything odd happened to you?**_ 

Harry thought back to what happened in class when he turned the 
teacher's hair blue and when he appeared on that roof when he had 
been running from Dudley and his gang. 

_**Sort of. **_ 

_**Okay, close your eyes and try to regain that feeling; the tingling 
rush that you got before everything happened and when you can feel it 



try to imagine gathering a small amount of it into a small ball in 
your hand. **_ 

Harry closed his eyes and remembered and felt. It took much longer 
than he thought it might to find what he was feeling for but 
eventually he did feel it; the tingling rush of power almost like 
electricity right in the pit of his stomach. He knew he wasn't seeing 
with his eyes but if he had been, he imagined he'd have been blind 
from looking at the bright blue-green ball of power. He pictured 
drawing a thread of magic and wrapping it much like a ball of yarn 
until it was coin sized. Once that was done he sort of pushed it up 
from his stomach to his chest and shoulder, he could feel it coursing 
down his arm and his whole palm began tingling. 

Harry opened his eyes slowly and saw the small ball of magic sitting 
in his palm. He laughed breathlessly and finally realized he was 
sweating and out of breath. He let go of the magic and it faded 
instantly. He used the bottom of his overly large shirt to wipe the 
sweat off his face and could feel exhaustion starting to set 
in . 

_**I did it. I have no idea how long it took but that was hard and 
now I'm really tired. **_ 

_**Yes gathering your magic like that is very tiring but also good 
for you, it will help you with control and strengthening your core. 
But now that you are able to access your core you will be able to do 
what needs to be done. When you're ready place both hands on the 
book, you need to want this to happen, truly want it and will it with 
Magic. If you are absolutely sure say these words with intent and 
will. Solve Mentis Intra, if you don't want it or have any doubts it 
will not work. **_ 

_**I am ready. **_ 

Harry placed both hands on open diary, gathered his magic and 
channeled it to his hands. "Solve Mentis Intra." He said, his voice 
low but clear. 

For one second Harry was afraid that he might have done it wrong, 
then it started; the rapid fire of images flickering behind his 
eyelids, too fast to keep up with, and the feelings associated with 
them. He bit his lip, forcing himself to be quiet while tears 
streamed down his face. It felt like hours later when the chaos 
inside his head finally died down and when the pain hit, he blacked 
out . 


2 . Chapter 2 

**A/N: Okay this is a little shorter than I would have liked but 

since there will be a bit of a time skip I figured I would end it 

where it was. I have no intention of rehashing all of the books so 
the next chapter will be a lot of explanations and then the letter 
and Harry's trip to the Alley. I am also seriously considering just 

making this a small male harem since I still can't make up my mind 

between Severus and Rabastan and people don't seem to mind either 
way. ** 


* *Disclaimer : See previous chapter. 


-k k 



**Chapter 2** 


A few hours later, Harry woke with a shuddering gasp and curled 
himself into as small a ball as possible hoping that it would somehow 
ease the pain in his head. It was unlike anything he had ever felt 
before, his head throbbed along with his heartbeat and felt like 
every memory and piece of knowledge was fighting to spit his head 
wide open. 

Harry couldn't move, couldn't think; he just clutch his hands over 
his eyes and hoped they stayed right where they were. And as sudden 
as the pain came, it was gone. He inched his hands down and cracked 
open one eye. His eyes shot wide open and a panicked squeak left his 
mouth. For a moment he thought that something might have gone wrong 
and now he was blind, but when he raised his hands he could clearly 
see them as well as the rest of himself. But all around him was 
nothing just inky darkness, there was no sound, not even his own 
heavy breathing, and he was standing; he didn't remember getting 
up . 

Before Harry could panic further a figure appeared in front of him. 
The man was only a few inches taller than himself and very familiar. 
The more he stared, the more he realized there was something very odd 
about the man standing in front of him. His form wavered almost like 
the air on a hot summer day and he had a faint glow about 
him. 

"What... Who are you?" Harry asked, surprised when his voice came out 
soft but clear. 

The man smiled softly. "I am an amalgamation of all the knowledge, 
memories and power held within the journal." 

Harry looked at the person (he couldn't bring himself to refer to him 
as a thing or being because really he wasn't) confused. "What's an 
amalgamation?" He asked slowly sounding out the word. 

The man chuckled in amusement. "It's a combination of things. I am 
just an image that has formed from everything that was once contained 
in the book. I will be a sort of guide to help you learn to meditate 
and Occlude. I will be here to help you organize over 500 years of 
memories and knowledge and once that is done the magic that holds me 
here will meld with your own core." 

Well that certainly explained why he seemed familiar, if the journal 
held memories of his future self than the image it produced would be 
himself only older. So Harry took a good long look at the person he 
would have become had none of this happened. His hair was slightly 
shorter and neater, the odd dress like garment he was wearing hung 
off of his frame and he was thin and pale; sickly looking. "Were you 
sick?" Harry asked quietly. 

"In a way I suppose. You remember I told you that magic was dying," 
Harry nodded. "Well our magic is like the blood that runs through our 
veins and runs much the same way like a magical circulatory system, 
but you'll learn about that as we go . I made a study of it once I 
found out that magic was dying. Anyway to make a long story short, 
just like if you bleed too much you will eventually die, it's the 
same with our magic; we cannot live without it. Our magical 



circulatory system forms as we do in the womb and when we die our 
magic is supposed to go back to Mother Magic almost like 
reincarnation, but since our bodies were bleeding magic when we died 
from that loss there was nothing to go back to Her and less Magical 
being were born every year. I was very close to death when I made the 
journal that's why I look sick. 

That was terrifying and if Harry hadn't been resolved to help before, 
he certainly would be now. He had so many questions he wanted to ask 
but wasn't sure where to start, fortunately he was stopped before he 
went on a tangent. "Tonight when you lay down for bed I will teach 

you how to meditate and then Occlude, so that you can start sorting 

through all the memories you now possess. But for now I will hold 

everything apart from your conscious mind so that you do not suffer. 

Now you must wake. Petunia is coming." 

With a quick intake of air he opened his eyes to find himself still 
curled up on his side and a lingering ache at the back of his head, 
he could deal with that compared to the agony he felt before. Then 
his Aunt was banging on the door and yelling in her shrill voice for 
him to get up. Harry heaved a sigh and got ready to start another day 
with too much work and too little food. 

a€ 1 

That night signaled the beginning of Harry's lessons in meditation 
and after a week it became abundantly clear that he was just not very 
good at clearing his mind and when he mentioned this, it was met with 
a chuckle and ' just be thankful I am not the person who tried to 
teach me ' . It also did not help that he had a million and one 
questions that his future self refused to answer, he would only ever 
tell Harry to be patient that he would know all as soon as he 
mastered meditating; he claimed he didn't want to confuse Harry and 
so with much reluctance he tried to push all his questions to the 
back of his mind and focus. 

It took Harry 9 days just to learn how not to fall asleep while 
meditating and that seemed to be the hardest part, once he had gotten 
that down it only took another week before he had mastered it enough 
to start learning what Occlumency was and how to do it. 

a€ 1 

**July 17 1990** 

For the most part things went the same as they usually did. Harry lay 
on his mattress, his hands resting lightly on his stomach and his 
eyes closed as he found his center. That place inside himself that 
was perfectly calm and he was happy. 

The magical construct that was Harry's future self, allowed the 
younger boy to settle in that space before instructing him to turn 
his mind inward. 

Once again Harry was in that black space that was not dark with his 
older self standing comfortably in front of him. "This is where we 
were before. And it's in my mind?" Harry asked a little 
confused . 


"Not in, it's a part of your mind. Think of it like an antechamber; 



this will be where you set up your defenses against anyone trying to 
enter your mind and someone with that ability is called a Legilimens 
and they practice the art of Legilimency. That is not a skill we will 
ever possess, we may be able to enter someone's mind but we will 
never have the skill or finesse to do it without someone knowing that 
we are there." 

"Enough about that for now, what we are going to start doing now is 
sorting through all memories and knowledge; yours as wells as mine 
and putting them all in their rightful place. I do have to tell you 
that while we are doing this you will live through every memory one 
that have already happened and ones that will or may not happen. 

There are only a handful of memories that I will shield you from and 
it will be like you are a third party but you need to experience as 
much as possible and once we finish the magic that holds me here will 
merge with your own core." The construct told him gravely. 

"So you won't be here after?" Harry asked sadly. The older man in 
front of him may not be real in a way but he was there and he kept 
Harry's loneliness at bay. 

"Not as you see me now. I will become a part of your magic since I 
_am_ essentially _your _magic, but it nothing to worry about for now, 
we have just a little over a year to accomplish this and by this time 
next year you will know everything you need to." Harry nodded and 
pushed aside his sadness in order to concentrate; this was much more 
important . 

"Right now inside your head is a mass of controlled chaos which makes 
it harder for you to remember things and control your emotions. You 
won't even have to wait until we finish to see results, once we are 
finished here tonight you should feel calmer and you will also gain 
perfect recall." 

"What's that?" Harry tilted his head slightly in 
curiosity . 

"Technically is called having an Eidetic Memory, and someone who has 
that can remember everything they have ever seen, smelt, touched and 
tasted; ever. Now most people who have a memory like this has been 
born with it but once you have organized your mind you will have 
trained it to remember and you will be able to revisit those 
memories . " 

"Woah!" He breathed in wonder. 

The older man laughed lightly at Harry's awestruck look. "It is a 
very useful ability to possess but it can also be a very painful 
ability to possess; to not ever forget anything, good or bad. While 
we do have some happy memories; we have more bad and I just hope that 
you will not make the same mistakes I have." 

"I'll do my best," Harry answered hesitantly and wondered what kind 
of mistakes they had made in the future and just how bad those 
mistakes were. 

"Nothing to worry about just yet. Right now we need to work on 
building your mindscape, which is just what it sounds like, a 
landscape within your mind. Everyone's mindscape is different even if 
they are built in similar ways because everyone has different 



experiences. It will become anything you want it to be from a single 
room to a whole house, a field or forest, a school or library." He 
explained . 

"What was yours?" Harry inquired. 

"A school; Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry, to be 
specific. Everything I wanted to keep hidden was put inside the 
school, disguised as pictures, tapestries and books. The stone walls 
were the second line of defense and the first line was the wards that 
surrounded the school except those wards were made of inane memories 
that I didn't mind being seen by anyone who tried getting into my 
mind. The school was my home for a long time." 

"I am guessing that's where I'll be going, but when?" 

"There is a reason I said we only have about a year to complete this 
task. About a week before your next birthday you will receive your 
letter of invitation to attend and on September 1st you'll board the 
train that will take you there. You'll know everything you need to 
before then." He waited for Harry's nod of assent and decided it was 
time to start. 

"Now what I want you to do is close your eyes and picture a door and 
behind that door will be your mindscape and where we will store all 
your memories; you only need to picture it." He quieted in order to 
give his younger self time to think and wondered what the boy would 
come up with. 

When he finally opened his eyes, Harry saw an ornate wood door 
standing against the pitch black that surrounded them. "Go on and 
open it, " He told the boy as he just stood there and stared at 
it . 

Harry flinched slightly at the sudden sound and moved slowly toward 
the door. He put his hand on the cool brass knob and hesitated 
slightly before turning it and easing the door open cautiously. 

The man stepped through the door behind Harry and gazed around in 
wide eyed surprise at the beauty and elegance surrounding them. He 
had to dig deep to remember what this place is and how he knows of 
it. His younger self had gone to the library a few weeks before his 
journal appeared to get away from his Uncle and he found a book on 
architecture that someone had left out. They sat at the table and 
opened the book and daydreamed about his perfect home when he came 
across a picture of a library. The St. Florian Monastery Library; a 
beautiful place with its glowing light wood, floor to ceiling 
bookshelves and artistically crafted canopy like ceiling. The whole 
place radiated serenity and solitude; vast knowledge and wisdom. 

The only problem was the chaos scattered all around the spacious 
room. Books, papers and photos that represented different memories 
could be found stacked on tables and on the floor and chairs. He 
looked down at his younger self and hated to take the peaceful look 
off his face but they had a lot of work to do so he clapped his hands 
together to get his attention, "Well time to get started, we will 
start with your earliest memory and go from there." 


End 



f ile . 



